Si 



COMICS 



lOADCP W/J 












sw 



0- 

lA 



IRPTflin FUTURE -mun if Innnrrnui 



^ 



CASH 

PRIZES 

\ GIVEN 



DOHTVARE 

' «.S5 THE ■irSA^CT 
STDOY OF... 





vtiL 






m^- 




YWKf*L 


■ f^^ \ 




iLSv*- 




B , jfl 


ifeft 


\ > 


^^^msmmm 




i ^ 






\ ». V 


- Y : ^-M 


■.' - ■■■■ 



rm 



MAY 






o 

c 




LOADED Wtm ACTION I i 



10* 



i , 




hi 



w. 










a 



ti 



«iv,v 



F 



1 



p 



if 



/ 




10 



A 






■r 



■ HP 



it 



/ 






■ . 



s/t/ftmr 



\£. 



v ./ 



^ 



*--* 



;>^\ p . 




v 



■ vc 



t J"S 



^> 




/> 




4 





5^7 PR. 6ROBANS OFFICE THEY IEARM 1 
OF JIMMIES TRUE CONPIT/QM--- W 

i ' 

I'M, SORRY TO INFORM YOU THAT HE 
NEEDS AN OPERATION IMMEDIATELY/ 
IF THIS ISN'T PON£,--H£tL LOSE Hi? 
SIGHT— j -7 ; "^ 






GEE/ ONE 


&FTEE/V 

'minutes 


THOUSAND 


HOLLARS/ 


• --THATSUR 


later; an 


IS A LOT C 


AGREEMENT 


DOUGH/ 


IS REACHED 






REG-ARPlNG- 






THE OPERATIC*, 


1 





NEVER MIND, KID- 
WEIL FIGURE OPT 
SOMETHING/- -WE 
. CAN GST THE MONEY 
I TOGETHER, SOMEHOW 



m n }M 



1,'i , 



LISTEN, NUTHIN'/ FIRST OF 
ALL 1 WOULDN'T TAKE NO 
MONEY FROM A WOMAN/ 
SECOND—IF I DID BORROW 
IT FROM YOU, I'D HAVE 
TO WORK FOR NUTHIN' 
FOR A LONG TIME, TO 
FAY IT BACK, 




DON'T YOU WORRY— 
WE MADE BIGGER 
PIECES OF DOUGH THAW 
THAT IN MY TlME,- 
WHEN I HAD A REASON 
TO POlT/— AND THIS IS 
THE MOST IMPORTANT 
REASON OF ALL/ 1 
WONT LET THAT KID 
DOWN,'-I'LL FIGURE OUT 
SOMETHING- 





USSEN, KI0-- | HAPPEN TO 
KNOW THAT YOU NEEP CASH 
BAP.' NOW HERE'S MY PRO* 
OSlTION.'-- W£ GOT A BETTING 
SYNDICATE LAYING HEAVY OPPS 
ON A CERTAIN FIGHTER--IF WE 
CAN GET SOMESOPy TO --WELL- 
CO-OPERATE WITH-- I'LL PAY 
HIM ATHOUSANP BUCKS.' 




YOU WANT ME TO TAKE 
A PIVE FOR SOME BUM? 
WHAT DO I LOOK LIKE-- 
A CHUMP? 




SURE- WHAT PO YOU CARE ABOUT THE 
FIGHT RACKET? YOU HAP YER PAY, KID-- 
ANP NOW YER WASHEP UP— / BUT YOU 
CAN STILL PUT ON A GOO P SHOW.' 
TAKE DIS PIVE IN THE TENTH ROUND 
ANP yOU GET THE GRAND" 




rffiE HANPS 
* OF THE 
CLOCK 

CRAWL 

SLOWlY-" 
ANP A/w 
HOUR LATER 
A GRATEFUL 
G/RL RE- 
CEIVES TH£ 
MESSAGE 

?HAT FILLS 
HER HEART 
fWTm JOY ' 




YtfOUNP AFT£g ROUNP-JMP K/P TeRRi&C IS TAKWG A MERCILESS- SEATING AT THE MANPS 'OF A f/C/Pi/s\ 






' KIO.' KIP TERRIFIC? V 
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y?£COy£R/MS QUICKLY FROM THE SlOW 
JUG&ERNAuT WHIRLS //STO 4Cr/0H' 



u 





HE'S NOT GETTING AWAY WITH THlS/r-HE'S 
PROBABLY FLOATED -HIS RAFT OF LOSS 
AHEAD/-- THEN HE'LL BE ABLE TO OFFER 
THEM TO THE GOVERNMENT, BEFORE I CAN 
MAKE OOOO ON THE CONTRACT," 




VI/NUT& LATex — MAGtOM 4HD H£ff FAITHFUL 
r FOK£MAH tY£/?£ GO//VG //V TH£ P/&ECT/ON OF 
TH#y£#'& {PXOMPS.'p' " 

*■""' PREW THAYER THINK5 V 
GOT*\£ LICKED/- --Aify 
/W5TAX'£M--~VLLHAVE HIM 
ARRESTED FOR THIS/ 




WE'VE GOT TO 
CHANCE A RUN 
ACROSS THE 
LOSS/ MiSS,-- 
YQU CARRY 
THE CABLE. 
AND I'LL 
CARRY THE 




ANP 


SA^LY 


CS* 7W£ £?7>iW SasA. : 


r«u 


-HERE 


GOES-- \ 






" & 

fc 


W&M 




BREATH TAK/A/Gi TttWlttAIG 

£P/$OP£ //V 7*f£ /VEST-- 

TERRIFIC COMICS// , 



tower Mwnieec^^- 





A SECOND LATER , THE 
COLORED* MAID An£> THE. 
LITTLE G)f?L DISAPPEAR 
AROUNP THE CORNER - 





wow - i was right ! its 
the masked a&entc of 
the 'octopus", but i 
was wrong to Suspect 

ARNICA ' 





OASHINCt INTO A NARROW 
;HALiWA.y,THE KlDvNAPER 
KNOCKS ON A .STEEL 
DOOR VJMICM IS &UARDED 
&y/AH EVIL-lOOKINGr 
JAPANESE CLEVERLY 
PISGUISEO AS AN EV1L- 
LOOKlNCr CHINAMAN ~ 



EAlTERlNCr HASTILY, THE 

kidajapeb descends a 
evsrk; staircase lead- 
in cj to an underground 
passage 




This tunnel leaps direct 
ly to the secret heap- 

cpUARTEPS Of- THE PREAD- 
ED *OCTOPUS" - 






33&OC 




come on, lad - get gdin'- 
the curb's ho pla ce toj 

SIT AND ~ 
CWYWEAM-'J 




fHELLO."EUTE DANCING ACADEMY, >| 
I'M CALLING FOR A LITTLE FRIEND 

| HE WANTS TO KNOW IF MISS 
ROSALIE &ROWN &OT To HER 

[ DANC1N& LESSON ON TIME? 

I SHE DID =>- „ 
. THAHKlS ■' 




Comics " 

M f CORMICK 

WILL HAVE 
ANOTHER CSF 
HIS FAMOUS 
WP FASCINATlNS 
FLICtHTS OF 
FANTASTIC FANCY 
ALL SET KR YOU 
IN THE- NEXT 
INTENSE AND 
INTRIGUING- 
ISSUE OF 



TERRIFIC COMICS 




f&!. 
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iSSi 



NOW CAPTAIN RALEIGH, THAT I KNOW 
the SECRET OF you BEING BOOMERANG, 
I HAVE A CONFESSION TO MAKE-. 



BEFORE THE WAR 
ENGLAND'S CHAAAPiON ARCHER 
I CAN PO WONDERS ■' , " T 
BOW AMP ARROW- 





SCOUZGSS OF CmLIZ4T/o/*/ 




&LiPP/\'& TkEGiA. 
* SANPMAS, 80C 



..,. <JAPANES£ 

-■A.\, 800M£RAMG LETS 

SO A T£#f/P/C WALLOP/ 

BOOMERAN*?/ 



%^£ £?*** * r>i//ST£0 \ \/fr*W, TH£ STff(A?<?t£ SVSV&, 
xHmU^ TN£ IVALL ' I irW/V--rf JKgg»V TM&T— 





OK 



'C£ AGAIN, OUR TWO 
HAPPY-GO-LUCKY RE - 
PORTER FR/E/VDS EM- 
BARK ON A PERILOUS 
ADVENTURE, AS THEY 
BATTLE THEIR WAYOUT 
OF THE SINISTER WEB 
OF FIRE THATTHREAT- 
EA/S TO ENGULF THEM-- 
FOLLOW THEM THROUGH 
THEIR AMAZWG EPI- 
SODES, AS THEY COME 
FACE TO FACE WITH 

"THE FIRE KING" 




'MW3/VC HALL l/V A 

great ciry AA/O 

THE EVEA/IAJG'S CON- 
CERTS IS ABOUT TO 
BEGHV/ _ 



WO I A/ THE ALIO- 

IEA/CE IS* OUR PAIR 

OF FRlEAJDLY RIVALS 

MOLLY O 'MOORE 

AMD SCOOP SCAA/tOA/.' 




YOU ANDVOUR I QUIET, 
/SYMPHONIES" SCOOP- 
/WHY COULDN'T THEY'RE 
/WE HAVE GONE J GOING 

/to a good «f to begin 

t PR IZEFIGHT J^WOW 
' INSTEAD? ' 



HU&H COA1BS- 0y?% f%/£ 
"AUDIENCE,-- TXE/v. THE 
COH&utrCZ SfEAKS:-- 



no.' no/ NO ? 

i TOlD him sot . 
TO DO IT.' 
DON'T PLAY 




ALU RIGHT. WISE GUT— I'M GOING 
ON THAT roof ACROSS THE WA y 
SNEAK A COUPLE CP PiCTuBES 
OP THE .PIKE. ANYWAY/ LOTS OP 
LUCK- 



jQur U 

1 REALI2& 


"TlE DOES' MOLLy 

wha t ir.jN ' ■"■■: 


SO ':' -- i HAVE A 
WOMAN, — AND 
PRETTV ONE/jaj 






YES/--ME.' ) 

i suppose you 

HAVE A GOOD 
IPEA NOW HOW 
THIS FIRE // 

^STARTED— Ik 





GET UP/ PATE HAS BEEN KINO TO 
5ENP yOU TO ME/— i AW GOING TO 
IMMORTALIZE* YOU* 




>Ou"LL FIND OUT--JUST 
KEEP WALKING,~A.ND KEEP 
YOUR MOUTH SHUT Of?- 



% 



JEANWHILE". | 
FUNNY— I COULP 
HAVE SWORN i 
HEARD HER CALL My 
NAME/ i WONDER iF 
SHE'S IN ANY TROUBLE? 



/ LONG &PE 
&OWN ON THE 
' rZE/GHT ELEM7DJZ 
OF THE BUfL&MG ■ • 
ANP, THEN— 



f£M M/WTE? LATER— - 



YOU Will, SIT HERE/— A REGAL 
QUEEN- MY QUEEN OF FIRE,/ 

WHILE. I APPLY THE TORCH 

THAT WILL SET THIS ^ 
iUILPING OFF-- 
'S-HE-HBfr— 




--BECAUSE VOu aRE A 
WOMAN, you WOULD NOT 
UNDERSTAND.' A KING 
MUST HAVE A QUEEN — 
AND iT iS UNFORTUNATE 
THAT YOU ARE SO 
BEAUTIFUL, --FOR VOU 
will BE THE BRiPE/ 
THE BRIDE OF FlRE.' 



* |jft 




MOLLY O'AIO&GE a»vt SCOOP SKANlO* 



^ IN T^i.NiEXT, ISSUE OF. 




Nat Greene nodded his head up and down 
as if to emphasize his own convictions. 

"The killer— or the last person to see Steve 
Alton alive, DELIBERATELY went out of his way 
to reach down in this ice-cream refrigerator 
and pick himself up the SECOND container of 
ice-cream— PISTACHIO PEACH—" 

f shrugged. For once, I figured Nat was 
wrong in his deduction of the murder of Steve 
Alton. 

"So?" I asked. "How can you find a mur- 
derer who prefers PISTACHIO PEACH in a city 
of seven million? Probably there are THOU- 
SANDS, right at this moment eating' pistachio 
peach ice-cream." 

Nat looked at me sadly, like a great professor 
looking at the scribblings of a little child. 

"You are so naive — " he said. "Look — I will 
PROVE to you that Steve Alton's murderer can 
be traced by his love of pistachio peach ice- 
cream — " 

Soberly I said. "In the past you've always 
proven EVERYTHING- you said you would. But 
— in this case — well, frankly, I can't see how — I 
What PROOF — what CLUE have we got to 
work on? Here he was, stabbed to death — no 
fingerprints — no tell-tale marks — no one saw 
the murderer come, or leave the building — all 
we have is a metal ice-cream container with 
two scoops of ice-cream taken from it. The ice- 
cream company swears their delivery man left 
Alton before six — his body was discovered a 
half an hour later — " 

Nat lit his pipe. 

"I've checked the ice-cream man. Perfect 
alibi. Went back to his warehouse. Stayed 
there till seven. Went home with some pals. 
Stopped at a couple of taverns. He's ELIMI- 
NATED as a suspect. . . ." 

"But— but, WHO—?" I asked- 

He puffed on his pipe. 

"I checked on Steve Alton, today — " he be 
gan. "Did you know that twenty-five years ago, 
Steve was a motion picture actor?" 

"No," I answered. "So what?" 

"Alton." continued Nat "never amounted te 



anything BIG as an actor. Character parts most 
ly. But—" and here he leveled hut pipe at me, 
"he was responsible in completely shattering 
the reputation of another character actor named 
Judd Holdemess — " 

"Never heard of him.*' 1 said. 

Nat drew on his pipe. "You wouldn't," ha 
said. "It was before your time. 'Anyway, when 
Steve got tired of movies and acting and knock- 
ing around, he bought this little restaurant, and 
decided to settle down — ten years ago — " 

He shrugged. "From his friends. Old news- 
papers. Old theatrical papers. He had a lot of 
friends — but, ONE enemy — I 

"Who?" I asked, sitting upright 

Nat smiled. "I worked on a hunch. You see, 
besides five senses, we have a sixth sense— 
COMMON SENSE— I learned through a theat- 
rical paper where Judd Holdemess lived. I 
found he' lived with a lot of old broken-down 
actors on Locust Street— It was easy to find out 
what his favorite ice-cream was. from, his 
friends— - 

"Pistachio peach?" I asked. 

Nat nodded. "Quite correct. The Jealousy for 
Alton had never left him even after all these 
years. He came up here on the fire-escape, 
knifed Steve, and left. But, the old theatrical 
urge was in him. He decided to leave ONE 
clue, as a challenge to anyone who would try 
to solve the murder. He carefully wiped all 
fingerprints clean, and deliberately ate two 
scoops of ice-cream over the corpse of his one 
time rival — " 

"Amazing — ** was all I could say. Then — 
did he confess?" 

Nat got up and shook the ashes out of his 
pipe. 

"No—" he answered. "Not yet As a matter 
of fact I haven't spoken to him yet — Come on 
let's go over to his house. I'll have a confes- 
sion out of him in fifteen minutes — " 

I shook my head wearily, as we left the 
office building. I wondered if there would ever 
be a criminal bom who could outwit Nat 
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The bombardier sat tense, cs the big plane 
came in sight of the objective. They called it 
a "target," back at headquarters, but looking 
down, it seemed to be nothing but ci sprawling 
criss-cross pattern oi streets, trees, houses, and 
factories. 

Puffs oi white smoke from below told him the 
anti-aircraft batteries were sending up their 
whining shells sky-high. But the big Fortress 
rode safely, high above their murderous fire- 
power. 

The bombardier sighed. 

Below him lay Salerno. Once, a gay and 
happy community, where the wine was pressed 
from the luscious grapes that grew in colorful 
vineyards all over the peaceful countryside. 
Now, it was a "target" — a military object to 
be destroyed by the bombs that he would soon 
be sending on their way. 

He was of Italian- American descent. Not so 
many months before, his father had been tell- 
ing him of the beauty of this Italian district, and 
of the relatives and friends who still inhabited 
its rich fertile lands. 

The headphones at his ears crackled into 
life. 

"Nearing objective!" the lieutenant said. "Be 
ready at signal!" 

The bombardier leanea back in his seat. Life 
sometimes played some pretty horrible jokes 
on humans. He remembered as a little boy, the 
discussion between his father and his uncle, as 
the latter insisted upon going back to Italy. 

"But, Luigi," his father had said. "America — 
it is great— it is strong! Truly it is the land of 
opportunity and plenty. Stay here, I beg you — 
aive your children, and their children after them 
the chance to grow up as free people in a land 
where everyone has a chance . . .1" 

Luigi had shaken his head, and answered in 
his native tongue. 

"No, Carlo," he had said, "What you say is 
all true. But this hustle and rush of this Amer- 
ican way of life. I have no taste lor. I yeam for 
the quiet life I will live at Salerno— where I 
was born- — and where I will die. . 

The bombardier's father had continued the 
argument. 

"But it will not always be peaceful there, 
Luigi. my brother," he had said, earnestly. "Al- 
ready there are rumors of the countnr underr 




going a vast economic change. We of the out- 
side world, don't hear much about it, but it is 
true — they say that a ridiculous little man, with 
a neck like a bull is going to try to make tb» 
Italian people live, according to the way HE 
wants it done, . . ." 

His uncle had merely shaken his head. A lew 
days later, he and his family sailed back, car- 
rying many American silver dollars earned in 
the United States. 

The bombardier's Uiroughts were interrupted 
by a whining blast of ack-ack that came dan- 
gerously near the plane. Instantly, he was on 
the alert. Looking down, he saw a fantastic pat- 
tern of whirling, screaming shell-fire. . The big 
ship was riding safe above it all. 

The headphones buzzed again. 

"Set bearings," was the order. "Prepare to 
unload!" 

He adjusted his instruments. The minute 
was approaching. Running through his mind, 
like the last thoughts of a drowning man were 
visions of a happy past, with his uncle, his 
aunt, and his many cousins. Some of them 
were sure to be below down there. 

The din of battle grew louder and fiercer. 
Pursuits, and fighters were climbing up to do 
battle with the big Fortresses, but the ships' gun- 
ners were rapidly clearing the sky of them. 

He thought of his mother back home in the 
States, and the love she had for her husband's 
brother and wife. And all those pleading letters 
she had written, begging them to come back 
to America. 

Then, it happened. 

The objective was reached. The sights were 
trained on it. Whatever it was he couldn't see it 
above the bursting barrage. Then a voice broke 
through the headphones into his ears. 

"BOMBS A-W-A-YYYY . . .1" 

He released the giant bombs. They tumbled 
lazily out of their racks, like a school of in- 
different porpoises, and slithered sleekly to 
earth. 

The bombardier brushed back a tear, and 
spoke into his throat microphone. 

"All away ..." he said. 

He sat up straight again, and awaited fur- 
ther orders. 

U_was another ..target tot lodar .^gfcT ' 



THIS" SHALL BE VCUC 
COMPARTMENT-—' YOU 
EXCjSE US JP WE SEE 
FIT TO iNTEffvJEW YOU 
PRIVATELY, CONCERNING 
ACTIVITIES IN JAPAN.' 




IT SO HAPPENS [GO_RiGHT 
That i AM AN 
EXPERT, MVSELF' 
DO YOU MIND IF 
I &.VB YOUR WORK 
A-- SHALL I SaY- 
TEST? 





FORTUNATELY FOR >OU, ANP YOUR 



- GO BACK TO YOUR 
COMPARTMENT, ANP P0N'7 
' EAVE THERE TiLL WE 
BEACH YOKAHAMA--- 




SHE PlP IT FOR ME.-.' SHE 
KNEW J HAP THE COPY OF 



MUST HAVE SEEN ME WPE 
THEM UNPER MY SEAT, WHEN 
THEY CALLEP ME IN-'- SHE 
FIGURED THAT HER COUNTRY 
NEEDED THE DOCUMENTS MORE 
THAN HER LIFE/.. POOR. 
BRAVE LORRAINE — 




--SUCH IS THE 
.LIFE 'OF AM 
ESPIONAGE 
AGENT-- 



DO YOU LIKE 
STORIES 
MKE THIS? 



I * COMICS 

NSWVORKQtr 



REMINDS VA OF WHAT? 
WHAT'S COOKING ON 
VOUE PEANUT BRAIN 
NOW? 





vOU SEE. '"HE CUSTOM Of= THE 
HAREM HAS NOT BEEN IN USE 
POR QUITE A NUAABER OC YEARS, 
gv being SO--ER--BRA1EN TO 
THOSE aAEM, >OU BROUGHT ON 
ThEiK 






THERE ARE CERTAIN, PROVINCES 
WHERE THE CUSTOM IS STILL 
CARRIED ON---,' IF YOU 

WOULD LIKE TO SEE SUCH A 
SIGHT. I THINK I CAN ARRANGE 

»T POR 




jMjOUGHA HARROW MNPMe, TMPTMG IA9YS/HTH OF PARK ALLitXf" 
^e&^ymE HEART QF 7m . ■, : ! %—AHPTM£\—- 




1 = iGuRET3 THOSE 
fc SlRLS CAME IN 
¥ TROUGH A SEPARATE 
L ENTRANCE-- 




THE TURKISH POLICE 
SRABBEP THEM ALL.' THEY 
WERE EXPECTING TWO NAXJ 
AGENTS FROM SMYRNA/ THE 
PASSWORD vVAS "SHOW US 
A HAREM? 
YOU TWO 
STUM8LEP 
IN ON A 
NEST OF 
SPIES--' 



BUT THAT *■*. 
LITTLE CHICK FROM 
BROOKLYN SURE 
16 SHARP STUFF.' 




rip 

koarinC 
apventure 




I NEVER DID KNOW HOW 
TO WRITE TO MY GlRLt 

uoox, sero/ 

. J JUST HEAD THIS 
itif^GOOK - IT TEU$ 
YOO HOW t 



f\ I 



A'j 



WOW.' THESE SOKE 
APE SOME 10VE 
LETTERS IN THIS 
BOOK/ 



Will MAW BE. 
SURPRISED WHEN 
SHE REAPS MY M 
NEW COVE LITTERS!! 



A 




WHY. THIS IS . 

WO/WEhEVL , ITS 

*T«B MOST lEMlfVL 

LOVE LETTEX THAT 

JtM EYE* MOTE ME 



I^BAp^ta^fe 



^"^•1 



• 



rrt e tf 

with Each Ordei 
—One Year's Sup- 
ply of Cold Mono* 
I* ranis for Your 
STATIONERY! 






Aunt Fill tow Iiisl nifJions in This Ama/in^ »w Hook! 

No longer will your letters be dry. remember, with each book you receive 

awkward and uninteresting, HOW ONE YEARS supply of Gold Mono* 

TO WRITE LOVE LETTERS shows grams for your writing paper, FREE! 

you how the most common things can Stravon Publishers, 34 2 Madison Ave* 

sound interesting — will help you ex* nut, N. Y. C. 

press your personality In your letters. 
This new book contains downs of ac- 
tual sample letters that show just how 
to write letters from beginning to end. 
Included are stores of model love let- 
ters by wo rid famous people— lists of 
useful synonyms — common errors, and 
how to avoid them — (he correct spell- 
ing of many catchy words— *many other 
mportant letter-writing hints. And 



10 







M>rVll\(K OFF* II! 

We believe you can write real love let- 
ters ihar click with the help of this 
amazing book — but we want you to be 
the judge! Examine the book for 10 
days at our expense — tf not delighted 
with results* return it and your money 
will be promptly refunded? 




P/IRTLU, CONTKK 



How to express your love. 
How to make him (or her) miss 

you. 
How to assure him (or her) of 

your faithfulness. 
How to "break the ice.*' 
How to tell your husband (or 

wife) those '" little things 1 ' of 

love. 
How to discourage the "too ro- 



mantic" friend. 
How to propose by letter. 
How to make your sweetheart 

write more often. m 
How to write the girl you met 

on your day off. 
How to "make up" with your 

sweetheart. 
How to make everyday events 
sound interesting. 



AND HAW OTHER CHAPTERS! 
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STRAVON PUBLISHERS, n*pt. L-932 
«*1 12 >f nd tflon Avr., Sfpw York 1 7* IV* Y. t 

[Send book* "How to Write Love Letters,* 4 in Plain | 
Wrapper* together with One Year's Supply of Gold i 
Monograms for my stationery. If not delighted* I may I 
return this purchase in 10 days and my money will be } 
I refunded. • 

D Send C <X D. I will pay postman 98c plus few | 
cents postage. t 

□ J enclose 98c — send postpaid. 1 
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